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Your swollen 
scrotum stimulates 


the vulva indeed 


Wha?? 


vulva 


Voleur 


Meanwhile: 

H 


Maurice (agreeably). After all, there are enough 
biographies for both sides. We won’t le + that 
bother us. 


Thelma. To return to the original subject, I recom¬ 
mend a book about my favorite character in history, 
Thomas Jefferson. The book is Young Tom Jeffer¬ 
son’s Adventure Chest. 


Today look at 

m 

ll 4, Your uncle and a friend of yourown_ 


Howard. I’ll try to get it this evening after school, 
Thelma. I’m reading about the presidents. I can 
return the one I have out now, Abraham Lincoln, 
by James Daugherty. It’s the third one I’ve read 
about Lincoln, and the best, I think. 

Jimmy. I haven’t heard a word about famous Amer¬ 
ican scientists. David, I know you were reading 
the book Thomas A. Edison. Don’t you have 
anything to say about it? 

David. I just haven’t had a chance to get a word 
in edgewise, Jimmy. The Edison book is tops, I 
think, and so is the one called Luther Burbank, 
Plant Magician. 


Ralph. There’s one I’d like to mention. Of course, & 
I know that everybody won’t enjoy reading about j 
snakes, but I do. 


Caroline. I shouldn’t mind just reading about them 
I think it would be fun. What is the book, Ralph/ 

Ralph It’s called Raymond L. Ditmars, and it was 
written by L. N. Wood. Dr. Ditmars liked snakes| 
very much. He made pets of them. 
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5. A boy and a girl 













A large vulva, 


Mother! 


a small penis 


The class had chosen Jimmy and Caroline as host] 

and hostess of their conversation period. The topic | 

for the period was books of biography. 

Read the conversation that the class carried on: 

Jimmy. Alex, have you finished that book you were I 
reading about General Custer — the one called | 
Custer, Fighter of the Plains? 

Alex { with enthusiasm). Yes, I have, Jimmy. Hon-1 
estly, I had no idea a biography could be so good. 

Claude. You like stories about Indian fighters, don’t 
you, Alex? There’s a good one in the library called | 
Big Knife. It’s about George Rogers Clark. 

Michael. Speaking of Indian fighters reminds me of I 
Daniel Boone. I’ve just read a good book called [ 
Jemima, Daughter of Daniel Boone. The girls | 
might like it. 

Barbara {eagerly). I’ll read that, Mike. I like | 
stories about pioneer girls. 

— nr 1 ——— ~ 

Kathleen. I like to read the life stories of famous 
men and women in American history. They make 
the people become real to me then. i 

Kay. I know what you mean, Kathy. When I read 
in our history text about famous people, I can 
hardly believe that they were once boys and girls 
just like us. 

Isabel. What you just said, Kay, reminds me of a 
book I read last week, Young Stonewall. It tells 
about Stonewall Jackson when he was a boy — 
before he became a general in the Civil War. I 
wish all biographies would do that. After all, we 
already know what happened to these people after 
they grew up. 

Caroline. Maybe you’re right, Isabel. But let’s ask 
somebody else about that. What do .you think, 
Norma? 

Norma {shyly). I rather like the idea. I remember 
that I read Clara Barton , Girl Nurse several months 
ago and I liked it very much. It told a great deal 
about Clara Barton’s girlhood. 

Lyle {protesting). I’m not sure I agree, Norma. The 
best part of Born to Command tells about General 
Eisenhower’s life as a general of World War II. 

I wouldn’t have missed reading about that part of 
his life for anything. 

Jimmy {laughing). There seem to be two opinioris 
about the way a biography should be written. 


1. Your father and your teacher * 

His Divine Grace 


6. Your mother and a classmate , 

I have seen the man on whom to smile. 
























"AT LAST, WITH PLUTONIUM, EQUALITY 
FOR ALL CLEVER ASS WHITEY AGAIN" 


Deepsix Superstition, fourth issue. 

Summer 1992 

By Alejandro, with a contribution from Joshua Saul Beckman, a man 
dedicated to making dents. Thanks, Josh. _ ^ 
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This "costs" three stamps, available from: 


Amherst, MA 01002 


I am always game for trades or correspondence of any sort, 


There are no SAMPLE ISSUES. I have no SUBSCRIPTION RATES. 
GIFT CERTIFICATES will never be available. m-ir 


Coming soon: The Future 


I am under remote control from a master computer in the offices of Love 
Bunni Press, whose front is a quaint house in the suburbs of Cleveland. 

Should you detect any incoherence with their mandates, it is due to the recent | 
increase in sunspot activity, which creates interference in the signals I receive 
i from their main processor every fifteen minutes. 

Introductory Remarks: Well, this is my zine and ppps it's finally done, 
ggggggla muerte. I'm really glad, because it's bbbfffel fin del mundo. So, I hopej 
you think it's aaggggsgegegegsgsgsgekill whitey kill whitey KILL W HITEY! 

when reprocessing spent fuel to recpver phttnur" 
breeder" reactors, which produce more plutomui 



























Once the wild animal has experienced enclosed or visual space it can become visual , 
fragmented and docile like any literate being. It begins to regard its keepers as extensions of its 
own body ; i.e., it becomes "friendly." 


.Marshall McLuhan, Culture Is Our Business 
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I seem to have ended up on the highway a lot the last couple of daysmen route to some 

show or another. This peculiarly motionless form of travel lends itself to a lot of spacing out a lot 
o undirected thinking. I've been mentally comparing the contents of this issue with that of. past 
issues and remembering comments people have made about Deepsix Superstition and other 
zines I ve had a hand in publishing before. Now, far be it from me to ever apologize for my zine 
or its contents, but I feel like explaining some (maybe obvious) points. (Thifis the only . 7 
clarification I will let myself write.) y 

1C 


Insofar as I m more interested in fanzines as a medium of expressing ideas than 
political newspapers, or, for that matter, polite letters to the editor, I am very invested in 
representing a certain attitude as well as a certain viewpoint with this zine. I won’t say that it's my 
attitude or viewpoint, because these things are often borrowed and always shared. I am typing 
this on a friend's computer, will print it on the college’s printer, will get it duplicated by some 
random person, have laid it out with stolen graphics, etc.; the only things concretely mine are a 
couple of drawings and my ideas, labor and patience. I function more as a selector/organizer 
than a creator ex nihilo. (This is, of course, the condition of our times, and I could go on about 
that for a while...) However the zine comes together, though, the point is that I want it to come off 
as having a certain favored temperament, i.e. the noti ceable traits of lived ideas. 
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So, for those of you tempted to refer to this as "intellectual"; it is, in the sense that I think 
about these ideas constantly; but, in the sense of belonging to a certain ivory tower, highfalutin 
mode of hiding oneself from reality with a stock of pretentious terms and a lot of private/public 
life conflict, it is most definitely not an "intellectual" publication. I view both "intellectuals" of this 
sort and the "anti-intellectuals" who so righteously condemn them as part of the same project of 
ignorance, one where energy is expended in simulated, parasitic thoughts and arguments over 
two ridiculous "sides." 
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Most of the fanzines and small newspapers I read are, by and large, complacent in 

terms of their regurgitation of accepted "underground values.'There's always a new crop people 
who are just getting into "it,"the intended audience of such repetitions, who may benefit from 
reading their first editorial about gender roles, veganism, anarchy, etc. But, at the same time 
there are a bunch of folks in circulation in a variety of "scenes" who have already dealt with these 
issues at length (at least in the very basic sense that they are dealt with in most zines), and are 
asking. What next? This is my position. It is simply pointless to discuss the same tired issues in 
the same tired ways. So, if I take a risk at seeming removed from "reality" in printing these 
essays, 1 do it only in conscience of the fact that most of these ideas are inspired by conversations 
with friends, and long spells of contemplation, two of the only activities I engage in that seem to 
have any actual reality to them. The remaining seeds for these ideas are the many books I pore 
through weekly; I bring this activity up and refer to it in this manner for a specific reason-1 think I 
have an uncommonly*intimate relationship with the books I read. The above-mentioned 
caricature of the intellectual as a person who cannot deal with reality because of his/her literate 
distance from it seems as distant to me as the virile male gender role 7 It's simply not Lc^e 
When I write this zine, I write it in the name of the same virulent irreverence that motivates my 
stupid jokes and ridiculous dancing. y 



i\m$ 

q„,,T 

lly orvh 


' L In reading my cornmentary, remember thatany particular argument I make is really only a 

focusing of a general attitude I have on a specific topic. The examples I have chosen are simply the ones I 
deem to be the best illustrations of my ideas, the points at which the spectacle is revealed most 
egregiously. The "point," ridiculous as I feel making it, is that this society is dying; it's about dying and 
dedicated to it. The constant awareness of simulated, virtual life overjustifies my pessimism daily. If you 
talk to me about high school, for instance, I will immediately think of the mediocrity of the life of the high 
school student, the mediocrity of the high school newspaper, play, or prom. The only genuine aspect of 
these microcosmic events is the rigorous role-playing of the participants. The categories involved precede 
the activities in importance; if you talk to me about the fun being had, 1 will reply that I refuse to take the 
ritualistic levels of these events as so important that they overrule all other interpretations. If life is lived 
primarily at a virtual level, I will address it at that level, and if that depresses the fuck out of me, well, so be 
it.----— 
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uniform 


you * n 
conform to 


instructions; 


"sue. It was in late May or early June of 1992. Sorry, I'm an amateur, 


Keeping the Masses in the "Up" P“ sh ' U P PoSiH ° n 
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Not long ago, the Cleveland Plain Dealer printed a 
photograph of a man in a Boy Scout uniform foregrounding a 
boy in the "up" push-up position. 1 This picture accompanied 
an article praising this man for "getting kids off the streets" by 
founding and directing an inner-city Boy Scout troop. The 
photo and story are, naturally, propaganda for the sort of 
mindset that respects the Boy Scouts for their "discipline," 
which is, of course, the viewpoint held by the readership of a 
"family newspaper." Like most propaganda, the piece preys 
on certain commonly held assumptions; here, the problem 
seems to be children being "on the streets." 

Indeed, why get kids "off the streets"? "The streets" 
here is a term with an intertwined double meaning. First, the 
streets represent a certain sense of freedom. For children 
constrained by the authority of their parents and schools, the 
streets are a site where the direct effects and control of such 
authorities is diffuse. For the adults who see it as their 
responsibility to be "in charge" of children, such freedom is, 
of course, a threat. The idea of Boy Scout "discipline" is 
consumed by the readers of "family newspapers" as an 
extension of (their own) nuclear family/patriarchal discipline; 
both are euphemisms for control seen as crucial in the 
upbringing of all citizens. Like many issues of control, the 
contested ground is physical space; control means knowing 
where the kid is, keeping an eye on him/her, etc. Not 
coincidentally, "the streets" are a rare public space in our 
society - neither a site of work or consumption. The 
relationship isn't this simple, though; a level of control so 
great that the freedom inherent in the streets is a threat to 
cultural authority is not accepted as real in the current 
popular dialogue on children. (All it is is kids playing, right? 
What’s wrong with that?) This incoherence is thus subsumed 
into the second meaning of "the streets", the one operative in 


the discourse of the article. This second 
"the streets" as the site of crime and general, random, 
lawlessness, where individuals are alternately dangerous and 
endangered. These two interpretations inform each other, as 
both the freedom of children and lawlessness of criminals is 
seen as a product of diffused authority. So, the response is 
quite obvious: kids need to get "off the streets" so that they 
may be re-incorporated (mostly spatially) into societally 
approved systems (spaces) of authority and control. Parents 
fear the idea of their children transcending all authoritarian 
systems as much as they fear the oppositional authority of 
youth gangs; they may even mistakenly think of these two 

possibilities as the same one. 

It is the nature of this parental and scholastic 
authority that I would like to concentrate on. The newspaper's 
readership is quite aware that a lot of kids (boys, especially) 
who spend much time on the streets will join gangs. However, 
it never occurs to the average reader to see the gangs as an 
alternatively organized system of authority and control. The 
fearful interpretation of "the streets as a site where children 
can even begin to transcend certain constraints is never 
actually representative of reality. The irony is overwhelming: 
they leave the school/parents system of authority to enter the 
gangsta system of authority, only to be re-integrated into the 
first system through the Boy Scouts, which, being the para¬ 
military, patriarchal organization that it is, must feel like no 
change at all. Effectively, it isn't. For incontrovertible proof, 
witness the main activity of youth gangs: the struggle over 
turf. They understand the importance of space well. They 
have internalized the authoritarian system and enact a re¬ 
interpretation of it. It would seem that the real problem is, 
then, that parents acknowledge and support their own 
authority and that of other guardians, actual or surrogate. 





































but fail to see the same model operating in the actions of 

their children. How can something so obvious be missed? 

Only if parents cannot interpret their own actions as part of 

the same authoritarian/controlling/indoctrinating model to 

begin with. 

The Boy Scouts only "solve" the problem of possible 
quick death in gangs by providing the alternative of slow 
death via indoctrination into the values of late capitalist 
America. An immediate bodily danger is replaced by a slow 
mental decay. Death on the streets can be seen as an 
instantaneous version of the equally certain death at the end 
of a moribund life brought on by widespread alienation, 
muted desires, and general humiliation of the individual 
omnipresent in consumer societies. Since the Boy Scouts' 
discipline and organization are derived from a military 
model, they are ostensibly more moral in the eyes of the 
populace. But the army is itself nothing more than a highly 
complex type of gang ; the "authenticity" of its actions lies 
only in its popular support. Its single effect on the sure death 
equation is to slow it down, to assure more labor power and 
increased consumption. Popular support can thus be seen as 
recognition of the importance of certain economic factors as 
they interact with the authoritarian model. The gangsta 
lifestyle is fine in form, but not in execution. The nuclear 
family is a much more efficient interpretation of the model as 
regards capital. 

The man who gets kids ’’off the streets" is thus not 
solving the gang problem at all. The "lawless" youth gangs 


J and official "gangs" (army, police) neecj each other to / 

maintain the spectacle of their own importance. Our altruistic 
hero is an agent in preserving the illusion of a difference 
between the two, a necessary illusion in a system in which ^ 
power hierarchies are the dominant model of human 
interaction. 


Two endnotes (foreseen reactions): One: Please don’t start 
relating to me the "crimes" committed by the Bluds, Crips, 
Folks, People, etc., because I will simply return to you one 
twice as long detailing atrocities perpetrated by the army or 
police or any number of other organizations that supposedly 
follow the laws you are so concerned about the gangs 
breaking. Laws are not ever an issue; I am judging actions to 
see if there is a system of power, domination, and exploitation 
present. Anyone who argues that the laws in this country 
(fuck, in any country) do not embody such a system is already 
making a ridiculous statement. Youth gangs and official 
"gangs" are variations of that system. Which brings me to my 
second point, a variation of my thesis in the above piece: I 
have read many analyses of the young black male youth gang 
as a surrogate paternal structure for boys who have grown up 
without fathers. If this is, to some extent, an accurate model 
of the situation, it only proves my point further. Gangs are 
the "wrong" sort of patriarchy, nuclear families "right". Only 
with the existence of the seeming parody of "proper" male 
authority can the subtle atrocities of the same go unnoticed. 























































STANDARDS FOR CONVERSATION 

Feel responsible for taking your part. 

Make whatever you say interesting. 

Choose words with a thought for both inter¬ 
est and correctness. 

Show courteous interest in the remarks of 
others. 

Should you happen to interrupt someone, be 
sure to apologize. 

Keep to the subject. 

Ask questions that will lead others to take 
part in the conversation. 

Express any disagreement courteously. Do 
not argue. 


HIGHEST 

PITCH 


about interesting things 
the food. 


2. Do not criticize 


SPEAKING 

VOICE 


Charisma 
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INTRODUCING PEOPLE 

When you are called upon to introduce two people, 
your social grace is put to the test. Knowing the 
right way to make an introduction will save you much 
embarrassment. First of all, remember these rules. 


(Company 

[Commander) 


Of course, not all people set¬ 
tle for the average. Oh, no, some 
people don’t settle at all. Think 
about it. How many times have 
you seen a funny-looking, 
knobby-kneed girl in glasses 


Did you ever crawl into bed at 
night dreaming of a lover who 
was good-looking and sexy? So¬ 
meone with great skin and' 
beautiful eyes, thick lustrous hair 
and a trim well-formed body? 


HOW TO INTRODUCE PEOPLE 

1. Introduce a man to a woman. 

2. Introduce a boy to a girl. 

3. Introduce a young person to an older person 


The following models illustrate the rules 


/. At a military funeral, all persons in the mili¬ 
tary service in uniform attending in their indi¬ 
vidual capacity will face the casket and execute 
the hand salute at any time when the casket is 
being moved, while the casket is being lowered 
into the grave, during the firing of the volley, and 
while taps are being sounded. Honorary pall-bear- 


Naturalistic style m® 


Escort appropriate to the grade of the de¬ 
ceased, including a firing squad and bugler 


TOO MUCH TALK? 

Think of places or occasions where conversation 
is not desirable, even in whispers. Think of other 
places and occasions where conversation may be car¬ 
ried on, but where one must be careful not to annoy 
others. Make two lists, headed “Conversation Out 
of Order” and “Conversation Subdued.” Consider 
the following, and list them under the correct head-1 
ings. Add others to your lists. ] 



























FLOW CHART: FROM CATCH TO CONSUMER 


PEAK 


DECEMBER 


DEC.-APRIL 


YEAR ROUND 


will ask some 


more soldiers to help us. 


Oh, please wait a bit longer 
YEAR ROUND 


I wish I could keep this money even after I die. # 


APRIL-DEC. 


WHAT MAKES IT TICK 


and syncope 


anus 


umes 


Shoot tin cannon balls at him! (they are using tinned 
□d as ammunition) 


A FEW TIPS 


How to Use a stomach 


Before you call, jot down the code 
number(s) you are interested in respond¬ 
ing to. Get your thoughts in order be¬ 
fore you call. Write yourself a few 
notes on the points you want to cover. 
Speak slowly and clearly. Remember 
to leave your first name and phone 
number- strnnsr-smpllinf* stuff 


Here comes (the wicked enemy) - shoot! shoot! 


WILD 


COLLECTOR 


COMMISSION MERCHANT 


AUCTION 


DRESSER 


DYER 


PROCESSOR 


SKIN DEALER 


MANUFACTURER 


RETAILER 


CONSUMER 


Help me God, amen! 


ASSOCIATION 

1 /X 












































bed, using a metal trough and hose attached to spigot. 

BUT IT IS MY HOME BUT IT IS MY HOME BUT IT IS MY HOME BUT IT IS MY HOME BUT IT IS 






































Masks.— Gauze, muslin, and varioi 


r masks. An ideal mask covers the 
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us weights of cellulose film are used 
nose and mouth, is impervious to 
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Robots' 


'We Are Programmed Just To Do /Anything You Want Us To / 


international terrorist Hans Gruber will get Bruce Willis, or 
just enjoy the rush of pretending that he is in danger?) 

We should not be surprised at this turn of events. 

quaint^ beginnings, the army 


differ, but our reaction of obedience is learned ana enacted 
in the same way. 

Our latest endeavor, on the other hand, was a sign of 
a manifest switch; the machines of war were the heroes. We 
can even formulate a holy trinity consisting of the patriot 
missile, the stealth bomber, and the smart bomb. 1 Norman 
Schwarzkopf and Colin Powell acted as virtual machines, 
mechanically detailing operations and missions with robotic 
detachment. The war was, of course, fought against other 
machines - inferior ones. The SCUD missile is not as efficient 
as the Patriot 2 , and Saddam Hussein not as mechanical 3 , so 
they had to lose. We knew this from the start, like in any 


Regardless of its perhaps more 
is today an organization for turning people into disciplined 
killing machines. Here, murder is the most specific 
(intended) function of the army, perhaps the only thing that 
differentiates it from other cultural sites where obedience is 
learned and enforced; conceptually, it does not differ much 
from a high school physical education class or a college 
fraternity. The parallel methods of indoctrination center on 
base-line degradation and dehumanization; the breaking of 
the will and ’insertion of mechanically modeled 
(unquestioning/unthinking) obedience. Obviously, if the goal 
is to make all soldiers robotic, the leaders must be the most 
robotic of all. _ - - .~~ 


Robots have wire on their heads 


Young robots go to school 


!Note the ascending level of surreal attributes: the missile doesn t have to worK too nara to De P cuo 
(who does?), but the bomber might have a harder time being stealthy; the smart bomb, of course, is 
actually above us all. It can probably psychoanalyze itself (althou^ T ™ TnaffAr w * 

electronic alchemy involved, current military-mechanical psycho 

2 And it lacks personality, too. (See above.) 

3Because, I suspect, of the intrinsic flaws ascribed to "ethnics”; e 
machines, the darkies are of inferior construction. We have sim] 
them *nd airbrushed their contradictions away in swift s * rok ^ 

[ 4 You know, marching barefoot through ice and that^whole deal. 


like all children 


humans as 


L2»i m 

gibtrur 

sLF 

//jn 


iflPI i 

^ 1 

ii.1 M 

wSSSSM 










































• wy ▼ * va v uilllVIVW V T 


lr. Jo 
y inju 

1C FI t I act * ons ar i se ? ft arises through the public's previous 


So, in what sense are Schwarzkopf and Powell 
machines? How does this interpretation of their reported 


\ Jon 
cover 
a sch 
incli 
ible c 

fte.| 

22) by 







■ 


understanding of a system ("web") of meanings which are 
linked to specific signifiers. We understand Arnold 
Schwarzennegger's performance in films where he is not 
1 supposed to be a robot ( Predator ) through ones where he is 
( Terminator ) because of his generally robotic demeanor. 
Schwarzkopf and Powell are understood to be machines 
because we recognize them as products of the army machine 
with control over (human and non-human) army 
machinery.-* This is a move we are expected to make. The 
self-referentiality of the military meaning-web is no different 
than that of any popular culture meaning-web or discourse, 
in which connections are made through appearances (such 

as "roboticity" in both of these examples) that are triggers for 
their own understanding as part of conceptual models. The 

meaning-webs map out the conceptual models by generating 
a familiarity between signs (in this case, appearances) which 
are combinations of signifiers and signified ideas (meanings, 
many of them subtly hidden)^. Schwarzennegger’s robotic 
demeanor (really only a selling point of his acting "talent”) 
relies on a certain coherence of signifiers (his halting speech 
in both the phrases "I’ll be back" and "Remember when I said 
I would kill you last? I lied.") between films where he plays a 
robot and ones where he does not. Such a coherence is 
predicated on the same learned pattern of model 
construction, the very familiarity with associating a signifier 
and a meaning-web, that allows Schwarzkopf/Powell to use 
(very similar) signifiers of "roboticity" to show their leadership 
over the army mechanism. In this case, that is accomplished 
by aligning themselves with a specific position in that 
particular meaning-web: they show themselves simply as the 
organic arm of an organization functioning, in its totality, as a 
mechanism, a concept that is already understood by the 
public. Their leadership is in actuality, nothing more than an 
expression of their value as particularly more important cogs 
than the common ones. As far as the army machine is 
concerned, what is crucial is that either is an interchangeable 


red 

th£ 

re* 

m 

at 
n s 
me 


Nr 


part whose relationship to all other parts is predetermined. 

All decisions are subject to the rules of an overtly mechanistic 
decision-making system. But when Schwarzkopf and Powell 
are shown to us, the meanings to be drawn are planned out 
purposefully by the propagandists at work. They know full 
well the intrinsic affinity between all such spectacles of 
appearance. 

The vague relationship of Schwarzkopf and Powell to 
past war heroes simply ensured mass popular acceptance. 

For those older members of the population whose 

mechanical fetish is not as thoroughly implanted as it is in 
the youth, a nostalgic, fatherly image is conveniently j 

provided. (Added to the web of meanings, in the terms used fc 
above.) Perhaps this appearance even has some importance gp 
to the young as well. Patriarchy and technofix are curiously 
cohesive concepts. Regardless, what "victory" has proven 
dominant is the machine model, the self-referential, "logical" 
events perceived as taking place in the imagined interactions 
of machines and robots. 


y- 



It’s made of metal and it hasn’t got any teeth. 

It makes funny noises but it doesn’t talk like us. 
Robots aren’t real, they are only in stories^ 


V- 





s| -’Of course, I am incapable of coming up with an example more ridiculous than reality. Sometime this 
2 >‘ ear / Pe^yic magazine printed a piece comparing Schwartzkopf and Schwarzenegger's exploits; the writer 
J even took the liberty of referring to the Iraquis a s ”droids."Gee. 


■’All these semiotic ideas are partially pilfered frorri'Myth Today," in Mythologies bv Roland Barthes. 1 


Robots are made of controls. 


Robots are made of metal and iron and steel. 
Robots kill. 

They strangle. 

They shoot people and destroy them. 

They keep killing and killing. 


ft BIGGEST FEAT In the 

summer must-see, Term¬ 
inator 2, Arnold rid the 
world of a hard-wired as¬ 
sassin called T-1000. But 
hell, Norman zapped an 
entire army of droids 
—and without help from 
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Assorted Networking for Rainy Days arid Post- Apocalyptic Ref ere nce 
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to unaccounted-for lapses in zine production, I 
never got around to reviewing Huasipungo's demo, which I so 
enjoyed, and now, they already have a T out, M Canciones 
Para Una Causa Perdida." It’s potent hardcore (that frenzied 
thrashing sort of sound) with political lyrics sung in Spanish. 
It’s nice to hear pissed vocals in my native tongue. ($3.50, 
Discos Sanju^ncito, 80-50 Baxter Ave. #125, Elmhurst, NY, 


The ANOK & PEACE collective have put together a 
nice cassette compilation of tracks by a mostly overlooked 
U.S. peace punk band. Dead Silence. It's packaged in a 7" 
poster sleeve. Most of the material is live or previously 
unreleased, and has a quality of honest anger to it. The 
collective also makes very cheap t-shirts and patches of 
mostly crusty bands. They have an illustrated catalog, and, 
although I don't think cool t-shirts (Three Filth designs?) are 
going to change the worjd, I guess it's good to see them sold 
for $5 by a non-profit enterprise. (Tape $3, catalog for a 


11373) 


While I'm at it, another thing that was kindly 


donated a while back but I never ended up reviewing is the 
Burning Bush ’’Lick Bush" 9 song cassette (P.O. Box 7471, Phx, 
AZ, 85011-7471) Captivating, unpretentious "issue-rock". 
These women create a viable alternative tQ the all filler, no 
substance fox-core concept. Lots of singing, lots of guitar, and 


stamp; 3332 Peachtree, Lima, OH, 45805) 


OUTPUNK, formerly Shred of Dignity Records, is 
responsible for the 'There’s A Dyke In The Pit 7 comp, with 
Bikini Kill, Tribe 8, and Seven Year Bitch, who are all great, 
and the Lucy Stoners, who I don't know what to make of. They 
also distribute the Tribe 8 "Pig Bitch" 7"- this silly/serious 
dyke band is definitely punk. Raunchy, ya know? I also want 
to mention Missed Connections, a fascinating zine/book 
thing that is a reproduction of all the mail one of the Shred 
guys got when he put an ad in a teen poster mag. It's 
alternatingly hilarious and mortifying. ("Dyke" 7" or zine $3, 
Tribe 8 7" $3.50 to P.O. Box 170501, San Francisco, CA, 94117) 


impressively complex lyrics. 
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The Love Bunni Press offices are located at 2622 
Princeton Rd., Cleveland Heights, OH, 44118. Be sure and 
drop the Reverend John Xerxes a line, and don't forget to 
send stamps. He will rape your corpse. _ 


Two mostly music zines that have been kicks in tne 
butt before and only seem more well placed and firmly 
aimed now: Dear lesus, the Pravda to Vermiform's Kremlin, 
is a fun dumplin' of a read, with a riveting tour diary and 
curious interviews with three punks who have run for mayoral 
office (Order #39 for $1.50 from VMFM Ministries, P.O. Box 
1145, Cooper Station, NY, NY, 10276) Excess #4 is out as well, 
with Rorschach and Manliftingbanner interviews and an 
informative interview with a gimp. Like DL it s not the content 
that is so extraordinary, it's the (Punk) attitude of the little 
guys. ($1.50 to 7 Wayne Ct„ Wharton, NJ, 07885)_ 


be replaced b y a machin e.| 


Today more people read comics than any other 
literary medium. The robot comic strip, because it 
can quite naturally convey scientific information 
and because it can throw human characteristics 
and predicaments into relief, could become one of 
the most powerful teaching tools of the future. 


A S.A.S.E. to RISD Box 1347, Providence, RI, 02903 
will get you an envelope full of the notorious "Andre the Giant 
Has a Posse" stickers, as well as the catalog for Alternative 
Graphics, who make wacked t-shirts of Sigmund Freud and 
Frank Perdue, among others. If you are lucky, the sociological 


Charles from the Tinklers has a tiny cassette label. 
Duck Duck Tapes, which has released the following: A tape of 
the Tinklers (existential, minimalist, banjo pickin, rubber 
band twanging sort of combo) doing covers of a vast array of 
material. It's called "Sting Along with Itch," and includes 
versions of "Explosion in the Fairmount Mines" by Blind 
Alfred Reed, "Barney Clark" by Buddy Max and much much 
more. Two other releases are tapes of the Tear Jerks, who 
have the same quiet monotone vox as the Tinklers, but, 
instead of the "tinkling", use a guitar to make white noise and 
astral sounds, which are often pleasant alone. Finally, there s 
"Songs From the Brain Cell Wirehouse," a cassette of that 
minor celebrity, the Rev. Howard Finster, playing banjo and 
telling stories. Charles writes: "All the tapes were recorded 
with a little Fostex X15 4-track in my living room, except the 
Rev. Finster, who was recorded in his living room. (6150 


explanation of the "Andre" phenomenon will be included. 
"The Andre the Giant sticker campaign can be explained as 
an experiment in phenomenology...to reawaken a sense of 
wonder about one's environment." 


Parkway Dr., Bacto, MD, 21212) 






































































Kill Rock Stars is another small record label: Music 
and Wordcore that is personal and real, involving people who| 
would rather be real than a puffed-up image of a non-person 
("Star")..." Slim Moon put out the excellent compilation 
album "Kill Rock Stars," which documented the K pop 
festival and has stuff by Bratmobile, Bikini Kill, Some Velvet 
Sidewalk, Unwound, etc. He says that he is more excited 
about the Wordcore thing, though; and the first Boy/Girl 
split spoken word 7" with him and Kathleen Hanna is 
definitely challenging. Anyway, I understand that he has pirt 
out a second one with different folks... ($3 for the 7,1023 . | 

Adams, Suite 418, Olympia, WA, 98501) 
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The reconstruction of Tobio as a robot - the supreme 
product of the art of science 

□ 




Book Your Own Fuckin' Life is more exciting in 
concept than execution, but I'm only saying that because I 
have a feeling that, now that this DIY resource magazine is 
I out, people are going to realize what an incredible potential 
this sort of thing has. Honestly, it's pretty impressive as it is. 
It's a state-by-state, country-by-country (it falls short in the 
international part) listing of bands, zines, record labels, 
promoters, and all sorts of other random outbursts of 
creativity and productivity. ($2 to Profane Existence, P.O. Box 
8722 Minneapolis, MN, 55408) (No, I didn't plan to be listed 
thirty times or whatever, but I sent them all the info crammed 
onto a little postcard, and I don't think that it was all that 
feel like such a megalomaniac, geez.) 




When in Western Mass., radical bookworms should 
visit Perennial Books, which is the anarchist section of The 
Book Mill in Montague. Perennial's catalog * available 
P.O. Box B14, Montague, MA 01351. Call 413 - 367 - 9206 f 
directions. They are a non-profit organization, and hope that 
people will find the catalogues useful m their attempts to 
resist and recapture our lives from the totalizing, alienating 
forces of society 

“ter#* 

Information Panic could best be described as a 
mini-publisher; tiny pamphlets with huge ideas. They will be 
putting out a series of pamphlets by a varied array of 
contributors-, with snazzy layouts guaranteed (natch) Their 
purpose? To "break the deathtrap of silence" and fuck with 
your head. (The first pamphlet and an information sheet are 
available for a stamp from P.O. Box 728, Hampshire College, 
Amherst, MA, 01002) 
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hatching a h°t_oo^ 


Larry-bob, the queer mastermihd behind Hob 
Titclamps zine, has put together Queer Zine Explosion, a very 
inclusive listing of queer zines. It is an extension of his 
already notable review section, a compact but descriptive 
run-down. (Two stamps for Q.Z.E., $2 for HT, P.O. Box 591275, 
SF, CA, 9 4159-1275) 

^SS^Hhat^addles my twaddle: Christ On A 
Crutch "Crime Pays When Pigs Die" lp. Tit Wrench Twelve 
Swingin' Inches" and 'Temporarily Committed For Life" 7" 
(Vinyl Communications), Circus Lupus "Super Genius" lp 
(Dischord), .Geko "Probing The Gash In Her Head 7 (Oper 
,, Heroin "I don't need a fucking job" 7" (Gravity), Mecca 
M Normal "Orange" 7" (Harriet) and "Armchairs Fit Through 
3 Doorways" 7" (K), Alloy "Eliminate" lp (Bloom/Bitzcore), 
Spitboy and Wynona Ryders 7 s (Lookout), Amen 
"Paramenia" lp (Spinefarm), Assuck "Anticapital" lp (Sound 

Finally, you can send lil* ol' me one stamp for the I 
AM A CAMERA distribution catalog of free and cheap zines 
by bright folks. Use the Deepsix Superstition address. 
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The Cosby Show is only the "best" situation 
comedy because it is the most generic version of the 
conventions of the situation comedy genre. Its excellence is 
in its imitations of the recognizable conventions of that genre. 
Likewise with whatever rock star one sets up Nirvana in 
opposition to. 1 The instantaneous recuperation of whatever 
oppositional qualities the "messages" inherent in these 
products (Bart Simpson’s disposition. Nirvana's "anger") have 
is not due only to their existence as part of a predescribed 
genre; it is a variation of a certain mode of consumption. In 
this sense a third example becomes relevant: Noam 
Chomsky, a thinker whose analysis is inherently anti-status 
quo 2 , was interviewed at some length for the May 28,1992 
issue of the popular rock music magazine Rolling Stone. A 
uselessly reductionist interpretation of this event would be a . 
simple equation: Noam Chomsky (radical thinker and 
activist) in Rolling Stone (status quo entertainment 


publication) equals the status quo "opening up," new views or 
opinions being considered. The parallel interpretation is 
Nirvana (band with, let's say, "underground sensibility") in 
corporate rock media (Rolling Stone, MTV,top 40 radio, etc.) 
equals incorporation of underground ideas or attitudes into 
the mainstream. 

In both cases, the subversive potential is rendered 

useless by the predescribed treatment of anything with 

potential to elude the Spectacle, be it radical politics or 

underground music. I have already shown (footnote l)how 

conventional thinking that Nirvana is an opposition to Rod 

Stewart (or whoever) is an illusion; they only vary in the 

quality of their mediocrity. So, what about Noam Chomsky? 

His ideas are expressed intact, no? Is this subversive? Well, 

of course not. 3 We are tempted to think that Chomsky's 

ideas hold the same weight as they do in his book or lectures 

(this equates to the "Nirvana sounded the same before they 

signed" assertion), but he has been unwillingly placed into a 

system of political oppositions which leaves no room for his 

specific ideas; he exists, in this medium, as a caricature, one 

placed in opposition to, say, George Bush (any recognizable 

politician will do). Since George Bush says nothing 

meaningful,- neither can Chomsky. The fact that Chomsky s 

ideas are well thought out is irrelevant in the insipid medium 

of Rolling Stone. His appearance in this issue is little more 
- 1 -- -— 


iThe first two examples illustrate clearly the idea of recuperation because their ’'oppositional" nature is 
irnmediately and^)bviously defined against a supposedly status quo product and each of theseitems is 

^^h^Hf ttre^^'n' reestablishment (presided over, one assumes, by Bruce Springsteen 
or Phil Collins or whoever) to threaten. The Simpsons sets up its opposition in terms of the popu ar 
entertainment medium "comedy television," just as Nirvana 

“sasss sr— - ■«— *--*=s£ 

intellejctualism. 


2 Don't take my word for it. Read some of his books, dork. 


3 Veeeeeeerv situationist. 




























































HEAVY METAL 

69 Salami, 
baloney, and 
the like 


55 Princess Di’s 
headpiece 


66 Like some 
peanuts 


.102 Oliver 
Twist's 
request 


than a daunting attempt to reproduce the rock n roll 
rebellion" image that sells Rolling Stone. For the readers who 


cannot intellectually exceed the article on New Hippie Bands 

or the memorial piece on the great American funnyman. 



































The Energumenus Give-away 


Would the evilest person you know resemble the Devil at all? 

The Devil is a relatively recent invention. In the thirteenth century, or thereabouts, it became 
convenient to speak of a certain previously known fallen angel as the inspiration for certain un-Christian 
activities. And before that? (Note the absence of the concept of EVIL. This came into play later.) 

When you mention the Devil, you are referring to an ultimate evil personified. The concept of 
EVIL and the term are conversationally the same for you. Convenient, no? 

The church, like any system of hierarchy, depends on certain mental categories, previously 
determined relationships, for its power to be a solid entity in the minds of its followers. What is the 
church, anyway? It does not exist geographically as much as it does in the form of an idea subscribed to 
by many. Its power lies in the everyday use of its precepts by the believers. This system of thinking that 
enables a system of power is perfected in linguistic connections between everyday terms and ideologies. 

You don't have to believe to be a believer. Christians, metalheads, atheists: whatever their 
differences, they all talk the same language. Whatever they say about the devil, they somehow reposition 
him on the throne in HELL. 



» 

» 




Then Devil. That Devil. This Devil. When Devil. Devil Devil. How Devil. In Devil. Out Devil. 
Through Devil. What Devil. So Devil. 

He joins other familiar ideas. What was the name of the giant? Golgotha? Galactus, World 
Eater? Isn’t there a certain automatic vertigo at imagining a living creature so huge? The Devil as smart¬ 
ass? The Devil as Trickster god? You hippies like that one, don’t you? It’s scary, but not evil enough. Add 
evil, blend again at high,* let sit 10-15 min. CONSUME WHILE HOT, if not, it becomes brittle and 
crumbles easily. 
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El Estranjero 

« 

The performance, called ’’fierce" by its audience...well, it was. It was piercing 
and directional, taking the the head in disembodied hands and firmly twisting it into 
attention. Stand. Clap in time. Yeah. Hoot when appropriate. This is real, it’s fierce. You 
have been cornered, now give up. Rendered juvenile by a stage full of dancers: 
spectacular. 

I watch from across the room, wondering if there is any depth to their 
conversation. I can see concern in their faces, the signs of being gripped by a real need 
to communicate. From far away, I am not caught up in the whole spectacle they have for 
each other. I wonder blankly. I can only see the external complexities, I know nothing of 
a life. Still, I suspect that their talk is shallow, the their lips and brows contort in false 
accent. 

It occurred to me that it would be great to have been born with a mutation that 
allowed minor extremities like fingers, toes, and ears to regenerate if they were severed. 
You could enter into a heated argument and chop off fingers to accent your big points! 

The gaze is an antle, a question that might result in disappointment. 

Sometimes, gazes become looks. It’s a hope; I admit it freely. Somehow, I have divided 
the present so parts of it stand in reference to a certain here-and-now, and parts to a 
possible future awaited or already in progress ..."Reality principle" improved. What is 
exchanged is simultaneously "enough" and sign of both to come. As an antic, it ceases 
to be binary in structure. This is good, because 1 always disappoints, even when it 
signifies the absence of 0 
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1. Spinach again! And how I do hate spinach! 

2. This is lousy steak. 

3. Phil had a nosebleed in school. Was he a 
mess! 

4. Why can’t I go to the dance? Marcia is 
going. 

5. Speed up the dessert, Mom. I’m due at 
Fred’s house. 

6. That’s not so, Cora, and you know it. 
Mother, make Cora stop telling whoppers. 
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1.1 think that Bob Avakian (or whatever his name is) from the Revolutionary Communist Party 
and Tom Metzger, the slick little guy in charge of the White Aryan Resistance (acronym: WAR, tee hee), 
should be forced to switch images for a year. I would love to see Metzger wearing that oh so proletarian 
jacket and worker's cap, not to mention covering up his rosy cheeks and dainty chin with a commy fetish-1 
beard. My glee would only be topped by seeing Avakian attempt to assert his "revolutionary dullard" 
image from behind a clean-shaven, white-bread countenance, sharply dressed in a white oxford and 
pleated khaki slacks. I wonder how much attention their respective constituencies would be paying when 
their beloved leaders miss the fashion checkpoint. 

2. Coming soon: Professor Griff and his Disciples of Tolerance "Give Peace a Chance tour of 
good will. Those arriving early to the performances are invited to the Sister Souljah Mediation and 


Conflict Resolution Through "Attitude" Workshop. 




3. I've only seen A1 Sharpton once, but once is enough. I want to find him again. I will follow him 
to his personal salon, where I will skillfully dodge hairdressers and cunningly retrieve a handful of his hair] 
(O chemically treated, dyed, straightened, fortified locks, now that I have ye...) I am preparing an A1 
Sharpton fetish in my basement, a small figurine that I have carved from a shiny chunk of basalt. It is 
completed. I can finally weave the hairs together into a small hairpiece. I can sleep in peace again now; 
look at me, curled up in a fetal position, my hands trembling, wrapped around my creation. I saw him on 
television once. The person standing next to him was speaking, over-affirming her opinions, he didn't 
have to. His silent presence was all he needed, just like my effigy. 
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MERCALLI SEISMIC SCALE (1931) 

Not felt, except under exceptionally favorable circumstances. HoVever, dizziness or 
nausea may be experienced. 

Feh by a few people, especially on the higher floors of buildings, and by sensitive or ner¬ 
vous persons. 

A shock strong enough to be felt by a fair number of people and for its length and direc¬ 
tion to be distinguished. 

During the day felt indoors by many, outdoors by few. At night some awakened. Sensa¬ 
tions like a heavy body striking building, or the falling of heavy objects inside. 

Feh by nearly everyone and recognized as an upheaval. Awakens many or most sleepers. 
Frightens a few people. Heavy consumer goods unstable. 

Felt by everyone, indoors and outdoors. AH sleepers awakened. Clocks stop, homes aban¬ 
doned by many. 

AO run outdoors. General fright and alarm. Damage negligible to well-built structures, 
considerable in those of poor design and construction. 

Damage considerable to aO but specially designed structures. Fall of factory stacks, 
-church towers. Auto driving disturbed. 

Partial or total destruction of buildings and offices, with shifts from foundations. Fright 
and alarm approach panic. 

Ground cracks appear, rails bent, water splashes over banks. Lines of vision altered. Free¬ 
way interchanges collapse. 

Panic is general. Few, if any, structures remain standing. Underground pipelines com¬ 
pletely out of service. 

Panic is general. Damage total. Objects thrown upward into the air._— 


The Leaders We Have All Come To Know And Respect 














































You, Sir. You and All Those Things That You Do 


My friends and I play word games with each other. Sometimes, we pretend that they 
have rules, but they do not. The mockery of rigorous reglamentation is only a part of the game. 
It's a wildly creative, infectious sort of activity. It transcends the expected times and places of 
such play. We return to the circle with stories about slipping into game-talk in class discussions 
or while addressing strangers. It's a joy to see that our game can reach that far; that no j 

enterprise of communication is safe from (possibly accidental) play. These extensions prove the 
importance of the games. They transcend the demarcation of leisure-time activities with 
effortless ease. Our laughter is a signal that we are, to some degree, undoing some of the most 
subtle chains that bind us. The fluidity of the games reflects the true nature of language, 
(undisturbed by a myth of intransigence. __ | 


Not a negation, but a tangent or footnote: Insofar as all language is a game or series of 
games bound by certain rules, there are certain games that I am convinced I play solely with 
myself. This is, naturally, a contradiction in terms of language-games, which are only such by 
virtue of their being public and shared. Perhaps I play my games with an imaginary public (in 
preparation/practice?) or a schizophrenic mind, the condition of the times. The thing is, my 
game is great. It’s a lot of fun. It involves accents, imitations, other languages, half-words, 
random incoherences... Sometimes I make it public, and am forced to clarify or choose not to, 
bek.g regarded as weird either way. I try to destroy language rules with my friends, and this is 
praxis. I also visualize its destruction in my mind, surely a form of praxis too, for it has the 
same effect, on an individual level. Again, I am forced to admit that my situation may mean 
that, since it's not public, it's not about language per se, but about my relationship to it. 

Solitaire , I prepare the destruction of dead language, language that attempts to assure my 
dying. I set traps and plant bombs, but sometimes, I forget to send the map to the rest of the 
terrorists. _ mm -— — ---—--- 
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I am the one who gives birthll^. 


L\ You are giving birth, 


Mother of penis! Mother of penis! i 


A demoniacal attack,' 
TV.ensix Superstition 


I 


L ^- 

j 

JSjJli 



IBS 


SfSOl 

m 



















































